Clifford                              SCULPTURE

Dyment

AN early view of stone is safe from eyes
Seeking an evening's theme. A private grief
Floats unseen threads, quick telegraphs, that flash
Our code from him, whose bust this is, to us.
Here is no duplicate, no rendering
Of universal state, the characters
Of this man's features, chin and lips and eyes,
Are unambiguous stone signatures.

There is life's exercise in this white stone,

Engraved in line indelible, our friend's

Bright forgings of his thought, his glowing tools.

Publicly broken soon, our sympathy

Signals his anguish as he looks within

His nude live cell, the unique crucible.
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